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*A Torkshiere Tragedy* 

Oil beggcry,beggery,to what bafe vfes doft thou put 
a man. 

1 think thcDeuili fcorncs to be a bawde. 

He beares himfelfc more proudly, has more care on’s 
credit* 

Bale flauifh abie<5i filthiepouertie; ! 

Wi * Good firjby al! our vowes I doe befeech you, - 
Show me the true caufe of your difeontent? 
//&/.Mony,rnony.,mony,and thou muftfupply me, 
Wi. Alas, I am the left cauie of your difeontent. 
Yet what is mine ^either in rings or Iewels 
Vfe to your own defire,but I bcfeech you. 

As y’are a gentleman by many bloods. 

Though I my felfebe outofyourrefped 
Thinkeon the ftate of thefe three louely boies 
You haue bin father to *. 

H«,Puh Baftards,baftards,baftards,begotin tricks, 
begot in tricks* 

ff'/.Heauen knowes how thofe words wrong me? 
but I mate. 

Endure thefe griefes among a thoufand more. 

Oh, call to mind your lands already morgadge. 
Your felfe woond into debts, your hopefuil brother. 
At the vniuerfitiein bonds for you 
Like to be ccafd vpon.And 
Hu, Ha done thou harlot, 

Whome though for fafhion fake I married,- 
I neuee eould abidet’thinkft thou thy wordcs 
Shall kill my pleafures,fal of to thy friends , 

Thou andthy baftards beggtl will not bate 
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A whit in humor?midnight ftill I hue you 
Andreuel in your CompanyjCurbd in, * 

Shall it be faid in all focieties, 

Thatl broke cuftome,thatI flagd in monie, . 

No ^thole thy iewels 3 I will play as freely 

As when my ftate was fulleft. 1 

Wi-Be it fo. 

^■NaylproK^nd^ctbtforan earn eft, jw, 
I will foreuer hould thee in contcmpr, h ‘ 

Andneuer rouehrhe fteers tbatconer thee. 

But be diuorft m bed till thou confenr 
Thy dowry fhali be fold to giue new life 
Vnto thofe pleafures which I moil affed 
Wt.SiT doe but turne a gentle eye on me, 
Andwhat the law fhali giue meleauetodo 
You fhali command* 

Hu,L ook it be done,fhaI I want duft &Iike a flauc 
weare nothing in my pockets but my hands 
To fil them vp with nailes. holding his hands in 

Oh much agamft my blood,1ecit he done, UiMku. 

I was neuer made to be a looker on: 1 

A bawde to dieeMle fhake the drabbs my felfe 
And make em yeejd 3 I faie look it be done. 

Wi\ take my leaue it fhali. Exit. 

^.Speedily, fpeedi!y,l hate the very howre I chofe a 
wife a trouble trouble.threc children like three ends 

hangvponmejfie^fic^rumpetj&baftards.llruiiK 

pet and baftards. 

_ .o , Enter three Gentlemen heerino him. 
i GV/?/ -Still doe thofe loathfome thoughts Iare on 

B your 
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